CHAPTER  XV
HER writing was spiky like Janet's and she
wrote on flimsy paper that had been made wet
by the rain; it felt to Stephen like the petal of a
flower.
DEAR STEPHEN,
I hope you are well, I am writing to tell you some-
thing to interest you3 1 think it is interesting. The rain
brought down a peice of our wall, I think it is a tabbkt
put up in memory of someone dead, but I have only un-
covered a little peice which is a dog. I didn't tell you
before that I have seen a lady here who is a ghost, well
this is her dog. Blanche has seen him often before. You
can see him quite planely. It is rather funny? isn't it?
Please Stephen come as you have always come..
Your friend,
ROSA LEMARCHANT.
Stephen had the letter on his desk, leaning on
his elbows> and read It again* He did not under-
stand about the lady who was a ghost and the dog,
but he understood the last words, "Please Stephen
come as you have always come/* and he knew that
Rosa was trying to tell him that she did not mean
him to keep his promise* The tight rein -that had
been choking him was gone, the feeling of panic,
and again he saw her still small face; in the garden
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